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A grave so decked will, though thou art Yet fearful to come nigh me, Provoke thee straight to break thy heart. And lie down boldly by me.
Then everywhere all bells shall ring. All light to darkness turning. Whilst every quire shall sadly sing And Nature's self wear mourning. Yet we hereafter may be found. By destiny's right placing, Making, like flowers, love underground, Whose roots are still embracing.
55
SONG from THE LAW AGAINST LOVERS
WAKE all the dead! what ho! what ho! How soundly they sleep whose pillows lie low! They mind not poor lovers who walk above On the decks of the world in storms of love. No whisper now nor glance can pass Through wickets or through panes of glass; For our windows and doors are shut and barred. Lie close in the church and in the churchyard. In every grave make room, make room! The world's at an end, and we come, we come.1605-1668       SIR    WILLIAM    DAVENANT

A grave so decked will, though thou art
Yet fearful to come nigh me,
Provoke thee straight to break thy heart.
And lie down boldly by me.

Then everywhere all bells shall ring.
All light to darkness turning.
Whilst every quire shall sadly sing
And Nature's self wear mourning.
Yet we hereafter may be found.
By destiny's right placing,
Making, like flowers, love underground,
Whose roots are still embracing.

55

SONG from THE LAW AGAINST LOVERS
WAKE all the dead! what ho! what ho!
How soundly they sleep whose pillows lie low!
They mind not poor lovers who walk above
On the decks of the world in storms of love.
No whisper now nor glance can pass
Through wickets or through panes of glass;
For our windows and doors are shut and barred.
Lie close in the church and in the churchyard.
In every grave make room, make room!
The world's at an end, and we come, we come.